end, therefore, as at the beginning Ronsard's claim
above all is to be a poet* He has, I mean, the qualities
of charmed suggestion and pregnant satisfaction, as
difficult to define as they are (or should be) easy to
recognise* He has that curious trick of the chord
which combines words by some odd chemistry and
precipitates them as pure emotion. Above all,
though he uses the French language, his speech, like
that of the Men Like Gods of H* G* Wells, is equally
intelligible to all men at all times, having some pre-
destined kinship with their minds* He writes of his
own love and loss, but the love is not private, the loss
is common to the world*
I would add one word only on the translation* I
have in general used the Petrarchan form, though on
the few occasions when the final rhymed couplet
better suited the French I have adopted it, and on
two or three occasions I have, where this seemed
nearest the French, used Shakespeare's mode, I have
translated one hundred and forty-one of the one
hundred and forty-two Sonnets, omitting only VI
of Book II, which being an anagram on Helene de
Suggeres* name, could only be rendered by writing a
new and different poem,
It is for others, and not for me, to appraise my
failure or comparative success* I would only say
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